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Summary: A series of drabbles touching on each episode from the Pilot 
onwards, as told from the Impala 's pov. She is the third lead after 
all! gen. 


1. The Pilot 
The Pilot 


My wheels ate up the road. A hum of excitement pervaded my metal body 
and I knew it was the same for Dean. 

It seemed an eternity since he'd had any one on one contact with his 
little brother, but now their dad's disappearance gave Dean and I 
enough of an excuse to show up at Stanford, and for him to meet up 
with the sibling he loved and missed so much. 

I couldn't be glad for what had happened to Jessica nor for Sam's 
pain but I was selfishly happy to have the younger boy back with me, 
and Dean's joy was almost palpable. 

We were all back together but our journey was just 
beginning . 

TBC 


2 . Wendigo 
Wendigo 


Sam's hurt for Jessica's horrible death was so physically intense 



that it became practically a third passenger and coupled with the 
kid's anger at John for his disappearance and his mania of 
communicating via co-ordinates, I gotta say the atmosphere was pretty 
heavy . 

Dean tried his best to lighten the air with his cocky swagger but we 
were all on edge. 

For the millionth time I cursed myself for having four wheels instead 
of two legs. I couldn't be of any help on hills or in forests, nor 
stop the Wendigo from hurting the boys but when they slid onto my 
seats after successfully ganking the beast, I could sense there was a 
shift in their relationship. 

The danger had drawn them closer. Perhaps the pain and 
misunderstandiings of the three years apart hadn't yet been 
dissipated but the first steps on the road to healing had been 
taken . 

In a way I thanked the Wendigo for the push, though when the boys 
told me what they'd gone through I growled with anger. 

Little did I know this was just an appetizer to the feast of pain and 
anguish Dean and Sam would face, but I ' d be there to comfort and 
provide a home for them whenever I could. 


End 
f ile . 



